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heart; lie could not resist the claim of sympathy, or restrain the
tears which this woe-begone complaint at last called forth. All
the pains that pressed upon his soul seemed now at once to loosen
from their hold; he abandoned himself without reserve to the
feelings of the moment. Pushing up the door, he stood before
the Harper. The old'man was sitting on a mean bed, the only
seat, or article of furniture, which h# miserable room afforded.
"What feelings hast thou not awakened in me, good old
man!" exclaimed he. "All that was lying frozen at my heart
thou hast melted, and put in motion. Let me not disturb thee ;
but continue, in solacing thy own sorrows, to confer happiness
upon a friend." The Harper was about to rise, and say some-
thing ; but Wilhelm hindered him, for he had noticed in the
morning that the old man did not like to speak. He sat down
by him on the straw bed.
The old man wiped his eyes, and asked, with a friendly smile,
" How came you hither ? I meant to wait upon you in the even-
ing again."
"We are more quiet here," said Wilhelm. "Sing to me
what thou pleasest, what accords with thy own mood of mind,
only proceed as if I were not by. It seems to me, that today
thou canst not fail to suit me. I think thee very happy that, in
solitude, thou canst employ and entertain thyself so pleasantly;
that, being everywhere a stranger, thou findest in thy own heart
the most agreeable society."
The old man looked upon his strings, and, after touching
them softly by way of prelude, he commenced and sang:
Who longs in solitude to live,
Ah! soon his wish will gain;
Men hope and love, men get and give,
And leave him to his pain.
Yes, leave nie to my moan!
When from my bed
You all are fled,
I still am not alone.
The lover glides with footstep light:
His love, is she not waiting there ?
So glides to meet me, day and night,
In solitude my care,
In solitude my woe:
True solitude I then shall know
When lying in my grave,
When lying in my grave,
And grief has let me go.

